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He is within with twoo reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to me ditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy cxercife. 

2?«£-.Returne good Catesby to thy Zord agatne, 

Tell him my felfe, the Maior and Citizens, 
a deepe defignes and matters of great moment, 
letreiniporting thera then our gencrall good, 
come to haue (ome conference with his grace. 
Cxf.Ikhim what youiay my Zord. . 

'"■.A Ka my Zord, this prince is not an Sdmrd: 
is notlullingon aleawd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines ; 

Not Beeping to ingrolfehis idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foulc, 

Happy were England, would this graciour prince 
Takeon 1 imfelfethefoueraigntie thereon, 

But fure 1 feare we fliall neuer winnehim to it. 

Mai.M&xry God forbid his grace fhould fay vsnay. 
Enter Catesby, 

itec.Ifeare he will, how now Catesby , 

Wharf ayes your Zord i 

Cat. My Lord he wonders to what end you haue aflenabled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake w ith him. 

His grace not being wared thereof before 
My Zord, he feares you meane no good to him. 

Buc.Sory I am my noble coufen fiiould 
Sufped me that 1 meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfect loue to him, 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace : Exit, Cut. 

When holy and deuout religious men, 
jftreat their beads,tis hard to draw th6m hence, 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich, andtwo Bijbop aloft. 

UMa/or.Sce where he flandsbetweenetwo Clergimen. 

Bhc, Two props effvertue for a Chriftian Prince ; 

T o flay him from the fall of vanitie, 


famous Plantageneti moft gracious prince, 

Lendfauourable cares to my iequeft; 

ind pardon ys the interruption 

Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologie, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me. 

Who earned in the fcruice ofmy God, 

Negleft the vifitation of m y friends : 

But leauing this, what is your Graes pleafurc ? 

Bhc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd He. 

Glo,l do fufped,I haue done fomc offence, 

Thatfeeme difgraciousira the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

2 ?#,.You haue my Lord .• would it pleafeyour Grace 
eur entreaties to amend that fault. 

GYfl.Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land 8 
Bhc .Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
; thefupreame Seate,the T hrone maiefticall. 

The Sceptred office ofyour Anceftors, 

The lineall glory ofyour royall Houfe, 

To thecorruption of a blemifht ftocke : 

Whileft in the mildeneffc ofyour fleepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken to your Countryes good ; 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defact with fears of infamie, 

Andalmoft ihouldrcdin this fwallowing gulph 
Of blind forgetfulneife and darke obliuion .* 

Which to recouer wc hartily folicite 

Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foueraigntie therof, 

Not as Prote<ftor,Swteard,S’ubftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gaine ? 

But as fucccfliuely from blood t© blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie, yourowne; 

For this conforted with the Cittizens, 

Your worfhipfull and very louing friends, ' * , 

And by their vehement mitigation. 

In this iuft futecomelto moue your Grace. 

Qlo. I know not whither to depart in filence ; 
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